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And Mountague our Top-Mad: what of him ? 

Our {laught’red friends,the Tackle*: what of thefe ? 
Why is not Oxford here,another Anchor ? 

And Somerfet, another goodly Mafl ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds andTacklings? 

And though vnskilfull,why not Ntd and I, 

For once allow’d the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Hehne,to fit and weepe. 

But keepc our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay no) 
From Shelues and Rocks,thac threaten vs with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waucs,as fpeake them fairc. 

And what is Edward, but a ruthlcfle Sea ?. 

What Clarence, but a Qoick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Rjchard, but a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All thefe,the Enemies to our poore Barke. 

Say you can fwim,alas ’tis but a while: 

Tread on the Sand,why there you quickly finke, 

Beffridc the Rock,theTydc will wafh you off. 

Or elfe you famifli,that’s a three-fold Death. 

This fpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderfland. 

If cafe fbme one of you would flye from vs. 

That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More then with ruthleffc Waucs,with Sands and Rocks. 
Why courage then,what cannot be auoided, 

’T were childifli weakeneffe to iamcn t,or tearc. 

Prince. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should,if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe wotds, 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitic, 

And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armes. 

I fpeake not this, as doubting any here: 

For did I but fufpeft a fcarefull man. 

He thouJd haue lcaue to goeaway betimes, 

Leaf! in our need he might infe6t another, 

And make him of like ipirit to himfclfe. 

If anyluchbe here,as God forbid. 

Let him depart,before we needc his helpe. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage. 
And Warriors faint,why ’twere perpetuall fhamc. 

Oh braue young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee; long may’ft thou Hue, 

To beare his Image,and renew his Glorie*. 

- Sow. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 

Goc home to Bed,and like the Owlc by day. 

If he at ife,be mock'd and wondred at. 

Ou. Thankes gentle Somerfet ,iweet Oxford thankes. 
Prince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a (jHeffenger. 

Tilejf. Prepare you Lords,for Edward is at hand, 

Readie to fight: therefore berefolute. 

Oxf. I thoughc no leffc: it is his Policie, 

To hafte thus fafl.to findc vs vnprouided. 

Sow. But hec’s dcceiu’d,we are in readineffe. 

Qa. This cheares my hcart,to fee your forwardnefTe. 
Oxf.H.crc pitch our Battaile,hence we will not budge. 

Tlourifh,a»d march. Enter Edward , Richard , 
Clarence , and Souldters. 

Edw. Braue followers,yonder Rands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heauens afliff ance,and your flrength, 

Muft by the Roots be hew’ne vp yet ere Night, 

I need not addc more fuell to your fire, 

JFor well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out: 

Giue fignall to the fight,and to it Lords, 
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^j^.Lords,Knights,and ^ntlcmcn^vWTnT r- 
My teares gaine-fay : for euery word I r pea ke d fa : 
Ye fee I drinke the water of my eye, * 

Therefore no more but this: Henry your . 

Is Prifoner to the Foe,his State vfurp’d, Uer *'8 n e 

His Realme a flaughter-houfe.hi* Subie'asflv 
His Statute* cancell’d.and his Treafure fpent 10 '* 

And yonder is the Wolfe,that makes this fp 0 L 
Youhght in Iuflice: then in Gods Name I j 
Be valiant,and giuc fignall to the fight, 1 ° r “ s a 
Alarum ftetreatJLxcttrfans. c 

Flour if!}. Enter Edward, Richard, Quee*. n 

Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous R r « t 
Away with Oxford to Hamcs CaRle Rraight • ^**' 
For Somerfet, off with his guiltie Head. & 

Goe beare them hence,I will not heare them f„,,t 
°*f- my part,He not trouble the, 

Sow. Nor I,but Roupe with patience to my fojj 

gu. So part we fadly in this troublous wldd 
To meet with loy in fweet lerufalem. ’ 

Edw. Is Proclamation made,That who finds PJ, . 
Shall haue a high Reward,and he his Life? . m > 

Tfch. It is,and loc where youthfull Edwards mes, 

Enter the Prince. 

Edw. Bring forth the Gallant.let vs heare him fpeake 

What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick? f ' 

Edward, what fatisfa&ion canfl thou make, 

For bearing Armes,for flirring vp my Subieffs, 

And all the trouble thou hafi turn’d me to ? ’ 

Prince. Speake like a Subie<fl,prowd ambitiousTVk 
Suppofe that 1 am now my Fathers Mouth, " ’ 

Rcfigne thy Chayre, and where I Rand,kncele thou, 
Whil’fl I propofc the fclfe-fame words ro thee, 
Which (Tray tor) thou would’A haue me anfwerto, 

Qu. Ah, that thy Father had beenc fo refolu’d. 

Rich. That you might Rill haue worne the Petticoat, 
And nc re haue fiolne the Breech from Laucafier. 

Prince. Letc s£fop fable in a Winters Night, 

His Currilh Riddles lbrts not with this place. 

'Rich. By Heauen,Brat,lle plague ye for that word, 
Ou, I,thou waR borne to be a plague to men. 
Rich. For Gods fake,take away this CaptiueScold, 
Prince. Nay,take away this fcolding Ctooke-backe, 
rather. 

Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue, 
Clay. V ntucor’d Lad,thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my dutie,you are all vndutifull j 
Lafciuious Edward, tlciA thouperiur’d George, 

And thou mif-lhapcn Dicke, I tell ye all, 

I am your bettcr.Tray tors as yc are. 

And thou vfurp’R my Fathers right and mine. 

Edw. Take that,the likeneffe of this Rayler here. 

St ah him. 

Rich. Sprawl’fl thou ? take that,to end thy agonic# 

Rich, fiahs htm. 

Clar. And ther’s for twitting me with periurie 

Clar. flaks him. 

f£u. Oh, kill me tool 

Rich, Marry,and fliall. Offers tokiSher. 

Edw. Hold, Richard, hold,for we haue done too tnuen 

R,ch. Whj 


The thirdTart of Ring Henry the Sixt 


171 


Exit. 


Exit, 


lmc,.o fill the World m 
? dochrtieefwowne? rferoMnesfothet 

< cCOl, f Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 

ute to London on a ferious matter, 
jlchencc be fute co hcare f omc newes, 

J i Tower.the Tower. 

n Oh iFed ,fweet Hed ,fpeake to thy Mother Boy 
<Khou not fpeake ? O Traitors, Murtherers! 

SI that fiabb’d Cafarf hed no blood at all: 

JXot offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
if'his foule deed were by, to equall it. 

JewasaMan; this (in rcfpea)a Ch.lde, 

, A Men ce’re fpend their fury on a Childe. _ 

«'s wotfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 

w no myheart will burR.and if I fpeake, 

id I will fpeakc.that fo my heart may burR. 

Riitcbcrs and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 
u 0VV fweet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt: 

hsue no children (Butchers) if you had. 

The thought of them would haue Rirr’d vp remorfe. 

Rut ifyou euer chance to haue a Childe, 
f ookeio his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

T Jeathfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. 

A Vine. Away with her.go beare her hence perforce. 

(?«T Nay, neuer beare me hence,difpatch me heere: 
HerTlheath thy Sword,lie pardon thee my death: 

What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence doit thou. 
fli. By heauenj will not do thee fo much eafe. 
p«, Good Clarence do: fweet (flarence do thou do it. 
(Vrf.Did’ft thou not heare me fweare 1 would not do it? 
0)a. I, but thou vleft to forfweare thy fclfe. 

Twas Sin before, but now ’tis Charty. 

What wilt ^ not? Where is that diuels butcher Richard ? 
Hard fauor’d Richard} Richard ,where art thou ? 

Thou art not heere; Murther is thy AJmcf-deed ; 

Petitioners for Blood, thou nc're put’Rbacke. 

Ed. Away I fay.l charge ye beare her hence, 

%. So cotae to you,and yours,as to this Prince. 

£xit Jfueene. 

Ed. Where’s Richard gone. 
pa. To London all in pofl.and as 1 gueffe,l 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 

Ed. He’s fodainc if a thing comes in his head. 

Now march we hence, difeharge the common fort 
With Pay and Thankes,and let’s away to London, 
Andfeeour gentle Queene how well (be fares. 

By this (I hope) flie hath a Sonne for me. 

Enter Honrj thefixt, and Richard,with the Lieutenant 
on the tValles. 

Rich. Good day, my Lord,what at your Booke fo 
hard? 

Hen. I my good Lord: my Lord I fliould fay, rather, 
Tis linne to flatter, Good was little better: 

'Good Glofter,and good Dcuill, were alike. 

And both prepoflerous: therefore, not Good Lord. 

Rich, Sirra, leaue vs to our felucs,we muR conferre. 
Hen, So flies the wreakleffc fbepherd from y Wolfe : 
So firft the harmleffe Shcepc doth yccld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 

What Scene of death hath Rofsiru now to A die ? 

Rich. Sufpitionalwaycs haunts the guilty minde. 


The Tbeefc doth fcare each bulb an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bulb. 

With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bufh; 

And I the hapleffe Male to one fweet Bird, 

Haue now the fatall Obica in my eye, ' 

Where my poore yongwaslim’d,was caughc.and kill d. 

Rich. Why whatapeeuifhFoolewasthat of Creet, 
That taught his Sonne the office ofaFowle, 

And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drowad. 

Hen. I Dedalus, my poore Boy / cartes, 

Thy Father Minos, that deni’dc our courfe. 

The Sunne that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 

Thy Brother Edward , and thy Selfc, the Sea 
Whofe enuious Gulfe did fwallow vp his life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not witb words. 

My brefl can better brookethy Daggers point. 

Then can my cares that Tragickc Hiftory. 

But wherefore dofl thou come?Is’t for my Life ? 

Rich. Think’ft thou I am an Executioner ? 

Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 

Ifmurthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Rich. Thy Son I kill’d for his prefumptioft. 

Hen. Hadfl thou bin kill’d,when firfl^didRprefurne, 
Thou had’A not lin’d to kill a Sonne of mine: 

And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand. 

Which now ixuflruft no parcell of my feare. 

And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdowes, 

And many an Orphans water-Randing-eye, 

Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timelcs death. 

Shall rue the houre that euer thou was’t borne. 

The Owle {brick’d at thy birth, an euill figne. 

The Nigh t-Cro w cry’de, aboding luckleffe time, 
DogshowTd,andhiddeousTempefl{hookdownTrces: 
The Rauen rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 

And chact’ring Pies indifmall Difcords fling: 

Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth Ieflc then a Mothers hope. 

To wit,an indigefted and deformed lumpe. 

Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had’A thou in thy head,when thou was’t borne, I 

To fignific, thou cam’fl to bite the world t 
And if the refi be true, which I haue heard. 

Thou cam’fl- -- 

Rich. lie heare no more: 

Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabhes him. 

For this (among'fl the refl) was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I,and for milch more {laughter after this, 

O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Djes. 

Rich. What? will the afpiring blood of LancaRer 
Sinkc in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See bow my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

O may fuch purple teares be alway (hed 
From thofe that wifh the downfall of our houfe. 

If any fparke of Life be yet remaining, 

Downe,downe to hell,and fay 1 fent thee thither. 

Stabs him againe. 

I thathafle neythcr pitty,loue,nor feare. 

Indeed ’tis true that Henrie told me of: 

For I haue often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legges forward. 

Had I not reafon (thinkeye)to make hafl,' 

And feeke their Ruine, that vlurp’d our Right ? 

The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cri’de 
O lefus bleffe vs,hc is borne with teeth, 
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